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Call Me Maybe 


The tour bus was empty and parked to one side of the arena's lot. It looked like every other tour bus with 
thick curtains hanging over the windows and a dusty roadweariness that came with the thousands of miles it 


ate up every year. 


The night was as dark as it was going to get and stars hung somewhere above the city's bright lights. Europe 
was, as always, the place that made David's soul sing. The history and buildings and winding, cobbled streets 
caught his attention every time. It was also a place where he wasn't judged for his sexuality. Where he was 
free to be himself and love whomever he wanted. It was a place where he could sneak away and fantasise 


about the angel disguised as a man who'd crossed his path a few days before. 


Climbing aboard the deserted bus, David grabbed the flashlight that sat beside the drivers seat. With the 
dying light illuminating the long vehicle, he made his way to his bunk and kicked off his shoes. The adrenaline 
from the show still coursed through him and his clothes stuck to him with a sheen of sweat. But he didn't 


care as there was only one thing on his mind. 


The bunk's musty curtain fell closed behind him and David let out a tiny sigh of relief as he closed his hand 
over his hard dick In his mind, he could still replay that brief meeting, feel the firm handshake and see the 


warmth that floated through the other man's eyes. Long spirals of hair had fallen around their face and their 

painfully slender body had been engulfed by the baggy flannel shirt and cargo shorts. Their personality, for the 
fleeting moment David had encountered it, had been one of grace, love and appreciation. Even their scent, a mix 
of coffee, sweat and cigarette smoke, had intoxicated David, drawing him into the man's aura. David wished he 

had been able to spend longer with the man, just basking in the warmth that he gave off. But other things, 


namely their managers, had pulled them apart and sent them on their separate ways. 


David unbuttoned his jeans and, lifting his hips, he pushed them below his ass. His cock sprang free and he 
wrapped his hand around the base. Slowly he began to stroke as he imagined the man's plump lips wrapping 
around the head. 


His cock was long and thick in his hand, perfect for sliding down someone's throat. Pre-come slicked his velvety 
flesh and David moaned as squeezed himself. He slid his free hand beneath his flannel shirt and over his flat 
stomach to find one of his pert nipples. His calloused fingers ghosted over the erect little nub and David rocked 
his hips, pushing himself into his hand. 


The grunge scene was in full swing and quickly laying waste to everything David had known and loved since 1983. 
Gone were their tight jeans, ripped tshirts and sneakers. In their place were looser, ripped pants, flannel shirts 
and heavy combat boots. To keep up with the competition, Megadeth had to look the part while trying not to 
give up their style. Orders of the boss. 


But the angel David had met had changed any arimosity he'd held toward the genre that was killing off his own. 
When he'd looked into the other man's gentle eyes, David had felt as though he'd come home. In those few, 


fleeting moments, nothing else mattered. 


Yet David wished he'd taken it further. He wished he'd said more than a mumbled hello. Wished he'd leaned in 


and stolen a kiss from those beautiful lips. Wished he'd stolen away the angel so he could forever bask in their 
glory. 

Closing his eyes, David saw the two of them curled up in the tiny bunk, the angel's head resting against David's 
chest. In his mind, he could feel the other man's erection pressing against his own thigh as they'd quietly made 
out. Their hands had crept beneath shirts and into hair as they'd softly gasped and mewled. 

Planting his feet on the bunk's thin mattress, David pushed his hips up. He stroked himself faster, his orgasm 
beginning to boil deep in his groin His cock throbbed against his palm and, slipping his hand from his shirt, 
David reached between his legs and cupped his tight balls. 


"Please," he murmured to the silence of the bus. "Please. | want you. Need you. Have to feel you." 


The images in his mind changed and the beautiful being David had stolen away pushed his legs open. David could 
feel and see it, quietly crying out as the other man's large cock breeched him. 


"Yes," he whispered to himself. "Yes. Yes. You feel so good. Please don't stop." 


He craved the feeling of being filled. Longed to have a man on top of him, fucking him with wild abandon. It was 
still to happen but, in his dreams, David could picture it perfectly especially with the beautiful creature he 
longed to see again. In his mind's eye, he could see the man's long, wavy hair framing his face, his blue eyes 
filled with the love of the moment. Large, calloused hands roamed over David's slender body, taking in every 


ti ny curve. 


David moaned, his voice bouncing off the bunk's low ceiling. In that moment, he didn't care if anyone entered 
the bus and heard him. He was lost to his imagination and the feelings that thundered through him. His hips 
continued to roll from the bed, thrusting his cock into his hand. Pre-come trickled down his shaft and added to 


the sensations. 
"Gonna come," he murmured. "Gonna come so hard!" 


With his eyes squeezed shut and the man's name on his lips, David shot his load across his stomach. He 
trembled and rocked as his orgasm rolled through him. Bright sparks of light flickered through his head and 
the fantasy only intensified as his dream man also reached his peak. Tears pooled in the corners of David's 


eyes as he slowly came back down. 


David didn't bother to clean himself as he reached for the pocket attached to the wall of the bunk. Feeling 
around, he found his journal and pulled the small, hardback book on to his chest. He pulled a piece of paper 
from between the cover and first page and smiled. By the flashlights narrow beam, he was able to read the 
few words that were scrawled on it. 


Call me when you get home. 
555-290-747 
EV. 


